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Rosaries Repaired 


Rosaries rechained in nickel silver. ..................................sccccccsse $1.00 
SR GOUT GTO onnccncnnescnccccscewccccincesnscccncnscnece $1.50 
New cross or center extra, 
Sisters’ side rosaries rechained in strong nickel silver, $1.25. 
Rosaries made of any beads you send, for same price as re- 
chaining. 
Send to: 


Mr. J. Randall, 3232 Lexington, Kansas City 24, Missouri 





Jesus, Mary, Joseph! 


UR small attractively printed cards with these three Holy 

Names (each on an individual card) are a powerful incen- 

live to respect these Holy Names, to invoke theif help in 
trouble and experience their prompt help. Keep them on your desk 
during this month of the Holy Name or beside the kitchen clock. 
Tuck them into your letter to remind others of the power of the 
Holy Name. Give them to your pastor for distribution to his pa- 
rishioners, especially the Holy Name Society. May be ordered separately 
at 2 for l¢ or 50 for 25¢, 100 for 50¢. When ‘ordering please specify 
“bookmark.” 








The Child and the Angel 


ERE is an ideal picture for this time of year, one to help 

you live in the spirit of this blessed time. The beautiful 

Angel Gabriel with his great wings is shown kneeling: in 

adoration before the Divine Child, held lovingly in the 

arms of His Mother. Four little cherubs gaze down in adoration 

at the scene. What better and easier way to teach young people 

the meaning of this season and keep the spirit of the Christ’ Child 

in your home than by framing this picture and giving it a place of 

honor with the tree and the crib? In soft photo-tone shade, ready 
for framing. 20 in. x 16. 50¢ Order from: — 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Seeking Jesus 


There are two classes of people who seek Jesus—those who 
seek Him with love, like the Shepherds and Magi, and those who 
seek Him with hate, like Herod and the Jewish mob led by Judas. 
Which way do we seek Him? 
















And His Name was called 


JESUS 


HERE is something wonderfully attractive about the 
name of Jesus. When we say it, a hundred pictures 
‘, come to our minds: Jesus at Bethlehem, small and help- 
less in His tiny crib; Jesus at Nazareth, helping St. 
Joseph, running home to Mary when the day’s work was done; 
Jesus at Galilee, the great teacher and healer and seeker of 
souls; Jesus on Calvary, finishing the work of love given Him by 
the Father. Yes, the Name of Jesus speaks to us of this and of 
much more, filling our hearts with reverence for the One who is 
the Brightness of Eternal Light and the King of Glory. When 
we whisper it, we remember how often He has pardoned us in 
the Sacrament of Penance, how often He has come to us in the 
Sacrament of the Holy Eucharist. We recall that at this Name 
evil spirits flee in terror, while angels approach to adore; that it 
is this Name that closes hell to those who invoke it, empties 
purgatory, and fills the courts of heaven. 


The very Name of Jesus is full of majesty. As St. Paul 
says: “God has given Him a Name above all names, that in the 
Name of Jesus every knee should bow of those that are in 
heaven, on earth and under the earth.” And this Name is a kind 
of magnet, drawing us closer to Jesus, making us want to imi- 
tate Him. We cannot pronounce it reverently without the grace 
of God entering our souls. The quick breathing of this Name 
when pride and temper are beginning to get the best of us, calms 
us, and we remember the infinite patience of Jesus. A day 
filled with monotonous or unquiet cares is tranquilized by the 
uttering of this Name on arising. When sleep will not come at 
night, the Name “Jesus” brings before us One who agonized one 
dreadful night that we might have peace. 


Archbishop Goodier once said that if we spend a whole 
hour merely repeating the name of Jesus, we have prayed a most 
powerful and efficacious prayer. If this Name is often on our 
lips and in our hearts, our lives will gradually be transformed; 
we shall begin to remember the presence of God. He will fill 
us with an ardent desire for holiness and a sincere determined 
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will to model ourselves on Him. Alone of all God’s creatures, 
we have the gift of speech. We alone can pronounce this Holy 
Name in love and thanksgiving. Amid 
the noise and clamor of our times, the 
quiet words: “Jesus, I love You! 
Jesus, I thank You! Jesus, have 
mercy!” ring out to heaven and touch 
the Heart of Him who long ago heard 
the cry of the persistent blind man: 
“Jesus, Son of David, have pity on 
me!” 


There is a story told of a tailor who 
worked in a shop where there was 
much evil gossip and malicious slan- 
dering. Sitting quietly at his bench, 

JESUS! this tailor took no part in these con- 
Blessed Name written in yersations. Instead, as his deft needle 
Fire above the Crib: pierced the cloth, he kept praying: 





in Blood on the Cross: “Jesus, pierce the hearts of all poor 
in Gold sinners.” This was his simple way of 
above the Tabernacle! making reparation for the harsh, un- 


kind tongues around him. Through 
a reverent use of the Holy Name, this tailor brought Christ to 
his shop. In the same simple way we can bring Him into our 
own lives and work. Instead of complaining about a bad head- 
ache, we say “Jesus” and see Him crowned with thorns. Some- 
one near us uses this Name thoughtlessly, jestingly; we breathe 
it with loving reparation, seeing Him mocked before Pilate and 
Herod. The telephone rings jarringly; we suppress an exclama- 
tion of inpatience, repeat His holy Name, and remember our 
Savior who allowed Himself to be interrupted a hundred times 
a day to heal the sick, to bless the little ones and to comfort the 
sorrowing. In this way we can fill with immense graces moments 
of our day which might otherwise be of little value for us, at the 
same time bringing serenity and consolation into our lives and 
the lives of others. So let us begin the New Year in the Name 
of Jesus! May Jesus be with us and we with Him each day of 
the three-hundred and sixty-five. And may He more and more 
enkindle in our hearts that Divine fire which transforms human 
lives and makes saints. 


Footnote: For reverently saying the Name JESUS, an indulgence of 300 days 
may be gained. 
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A Happy and Blessed New -Year! 


ing contains a vital message for us all. We wish each 

“A Happy NEW Year,” not just another year, a round 

of three hundred and sixty-five days; not just so many 
more steps on the “death march to eternity,” but — 

A NEW Year replete with golden opportunities to prove 
our love for God and add new jewels to our heavenly crown; 
NEW in the extension of the most precious gift of time, the 
raw material out of which we should fashion our eternal crown 
—a new slate to write upon and fill with good works; NEW in 
the streams of graces God will pour upon our souls in the com- 
ing year; NEW in the revival of our faith and love and service 
of God; NEW in opportunities to weave the wedding garment 
of charity in daily thoughts and words and actions. 

And a HAPPY New Year! Unfortunately this part of our 
New Year’s wish is seldom fully realized. Why not? Because 
we either do not know what true happiness is, or we do not seek 
it from the right source. By happiness we do not mean mere 
sense-gratification or the thrill of earthly pleasures. The things 
of earth cannot make men really happy. They are hard to get 
and quickly pass away. Pleasures, riches and honors fail to 
satisfy man’s deep yearning for happiness. They may trick 
him into a momentary excitement and drug him to a sort of 
intoxication, but they leave the heart void and empty. If sought 
inordinately and at the cost of virtue, they turn out to be Dead 
Sea fruit. They look enticing and alluring at a distance, but 
when grasped, they turn to dust and leave the ashes of remorse 
and a seared conscience. “The wages of sin is death.” 

No, the human heart is too wide and deep to be filled by 
earthly things. Only the infinite God who made man can still 
his yearnings. Only infinite Goodness and Truth can give man 
real happiness. This truth is strikingly illustrated by the Christ- 
mas tree in the home. Look at the Christmas tree full of lights 
and toys and ornaments; what a picture of the fleeting things of 
time! When viewed at a distance, everything appears so real 
and true. The little lights twinkle like the stars of heaven; the 
gold and silver trimmings look just like the sparkling hoar-frost 
on the trees; the birds seem to chirp and fly, and the apples and 
oranges never appeared so delicious before. But draw nearer, 


' HAPPY NEW YEAR! This customary New Year greet- 
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turn on the light, and all is changed. The twinkling stars turn 
out to be common wax candles or small colored electric bulbs; 
the birds and animals are only toy imitations, and the savory 
apple and orange have a shell of tin. 

So it is with earthly joys. They appear so real and lasting 
and promise so much. But hardly have we tasted them when 
we find them flat and insipid. Even the innocent Christmas 
joys are shallow and empty to those who have no faith. The 
merry song and laughter soon die away, the children tire of their 
toys, and when the day is over, many a heart is heavy and sad, 
realizing how vain and transitory are the joys of earth. 

Not so, however, for the good Catholic. He knows that 
earth is not his true home and that the things of this life are 
only an appetizer of the imperishable joys of heaven. Look 
again at the Christmas tree. Though laden with bright orna- 
ments and sparkling toys, it points heavenward. Its branches, 
like so many fingers, point upward to our true home above. 
Its color is evergreen, reminding us of the unfading joys that 
await God’s faithful children in the mansions of heaven. 

At the foot of the Christmas tree in many Catholic homes 
may be seen a tiny crib, representing the birth of our Savior. 
What a beautiful connection! Jesus is the Root and Founda- 
tion of all our happiness. When man by sinning turned Para- 
dise into a vale of tears and filled the earth with thorns and 
thistles of sorrow and suffering, Jesus, out of exceeding love 
for us, came down from heaven, assumed our frail nature, 
and by His presence on earth tried to sweeten our exile. In Him 
alone can we find happiness. 

A HAPPY NEW YEAR! A beautiful and hopeful wish! 
But how can you make this year a happy one? Well begun, 
you know, is half done! Resolve to begin the New Year well. 
First of all, get your spiritual bearings clear. Take a look at 
your compass: are you still headed toward the North Star of 
FAITH? Are you still within its radiant beam? Or have you 
wandered off the beaten path? 

Remember the young man’s question to Our Lord: “What 
must I do to possess eternal life?” Yes, eternal life—union with 
God, heavenly bliss, is our main goal ahead. And Our Lord’s 
answer comes clear and definite: “If thou wilt enter into life, 
keep the commandments! Thou shalt love the Lord thy God 
with thy whole heart, with thy whole soul, with thy whole mind, 
with all thy strength; thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself!” 
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What could be clearer? What could be more definite? 

This divine romance of life, then, in God’s plan, consists 
in union with God here on earth in faith and sanctifying grace, 
and union with Him hereafter in the Beatific Vision of God for- 
ever in heaven. What an ideal to strive for! What a hopeful 
outlook! Now we can understand how this truth became crys- 
tallized in thé mind of St. Francis, who often prayed, “My God 
and my ALL!” 

Now, to attain this sublime end, to succeed in making this 
a truly happy year, the seed of Everlasting Glory, we must be- 
gin, continue, and finish it in the Name of Jesus. In placing 
the feast of the Holy Name at the beginning of January, Holy 
Mother Church points the way for us. Jesus, God’s precious 
Gift to man, wrapped up in human flesh by virginal motherhood, 
is our Brother and Savior who has come to lead us safely home. 

“T,” He said, “am the WAY, the TRUTH and the LIFE. 
He that follows Me walks not in darkness.” 

Become Christ-centered and not self-centered. He is the 
illuminated Sun around which we should revolve, as the earth 
and stars and moon revolve around the king of day. If we leave 
that orbit, we begin to revolve around a false center; we be- 
come off-center, eccentric, self-centered and miserable. God 
alone is the Principle and Source of life and happiness. The 
closer we are to this Divine Sun, the happier we shall be. 

We do not know what the New Year has in store for us. 
Most likely, it will be a commingling of joy and sorrow, of sun- 
shine and rain, a recitation of the joyful and sorrowful mysteries 
of the Rosary of Life. One thing we know, that a loving and 
all-wise Providence is watching over us. All we have to do is 
stay close to our Divine Guide and our Blessed Mother, and we 
shall be a success! 

Enthrone Christ in your heart, renew your daily and hourly 
dedication: “All for Jesus through Mary!” Make your thoughts 
and words and actions an echo of the angels’ song: “Glory to 
God in the highest!” and 1957 will be what we wish it to be for 
all our dear friends and readers: A HAPPY AND BLESSED 
NEW YEAR! 


Spiritual Vitamin for January 


Divine Heart of Jesus, convert sinners, save the dying, de- 
liver the holy souls in purgatory. 300 days indulgence 
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Significance of the Epiphany 


celebrated on January 6th. On this feast the Gospel 

depicts the coming of the three holy Kings, or Wise 

Men, from the East to Bethlehem to worship Jesus. 
The coming of the Magi was an important occasion. It marked 
the beginning of the fulfilment of the promise made by the An- 
gel on the night of Jesus’ birth: “I bring you good tidings of 
great joy that shall be to all people.” The Kings, on their re- 
turn to their own homes, brought to the Orient the knowledge 
of God’s plan of universal salvation and proclaimed the coming 
of the Redemption for which the world had waited four thou- 
sand. years. 

According to an ancient tradition, when these noble men 
regained their own countries after their long journey, they re- 
signed their high offices, distributed their goods to the poor, and 
went about announcing the arrival of a Savior. Forty years 
later, St. Thomas, when traveling in India, noticed that a star 
was used in adorning the temples. When he asked its meaning, 
he was told of the three kings and how they had followed the 
star and beheld the Child of Bethlehem. The three Magi, now 
old and feeble, hearing of St. Thomas, each set out once again 
from his own country to meet him. St. Thomas is said to have 
baptized them. Some time later they suffered martyrdom for 
their faith, and were buried together. The Empress Helena, on 
her expeditions to the holy places in the East, obtained their 
relics and brought them to Constantinople to the church of St. 
Sophia. At the time of the First Crusade, their bones were 
taken to Milan. Finally, Frederick Barbarossa, when he cap- 
tured Milan, took possession of them and transferred them to 
the cathedral of Cologne. Here they rest in a shrine of great 
value. 

Epiphany brings home to us the truth that co-operation 
with Divine grace is a star that leads to Jesus, and that even 
in this modern world of ours there is no excuse for missing 
Bethlehem. The path may lead through a wilderness, but the 
star always guides to the long road’s end. The Wise Men came 
from afar. The star showed them the way, but it did not smooth 
the path. Today an increasing number of seekers of the truth 
are finding their way, through God’s merciful Providence, into 


() NE of the oldest feasts of the Church is the Epiphany, 


264 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 

















the haven of light and harbor of truth, the Catholic Church. 
As we bask in the graces of this feast and give thanks to God 
for our own call to sanctifying grace through our Baptism, let 
us also ask for the hastening of that day when all nations and 
all peoples will be gathered into one flock, listening to the voice 
of one Shepherd. 





>) 
\ 
| 
j 


The Magi rejoiced and were glad when they found the 
Child whom they sought, and “falling down, they adored Him.” 
Then, opening their treasures, they offered Him gifts: gold, 
frankincense and myrrh. We need not travel over long, dreary 
deserts and in the piercing cold or scorching heat to find this 
same Jesus; for our modern conveniences have given us easy 
and pleasant means of travel, and the “Divine Savior no longer 
need be sought in the Bethlehem of old, for He has made every 
Catholic church His Bethlehem. What excuse then can ‘any 
of us offer if we do not seek Him out to adore Him in the 
Blessed Sacrament and offer Him our gifts in turn, the gifts of 
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gold, frankincense and myrrh which express our faith? 

Do not say: “But how can I afford to present gold when I 
can hardly meet living expenses in these days when everything 
costs so much.” We all possess a kind of gold ten thousand 
times more valuable than the gold of this earth: the gold of our 
love. At the thought of the Infant Jesus born for us in a stable, 
every heart should be stirred with ardent love. Does He not 
seem to say: “My child, give Me thy heart!”? Let your life be 
a continual breathing of love. Let aspirations of love be on your 
lips; let offerings of love be made in devotedness to your duties; 
let your gifts of love be the sacrifices and sufferings which cost 
human nature so dear. 

After the example of the three Magi, offer likewise the 
frankincense of prayer and adoration. “Let my prayer ascend 
as incense in Thy sight, O Lord.” Enlightened by faith, adore 
the infinite Majesty of God, hidden not only under the form of 
a helpless Babe, but also under the veil of the Sacred Host. 
And let prayer be raised not only for self and family interests, 
but for the great family of God, the Church, especially for her 
suffering. members, and for poor sinners who despise or do not 
know the love of God. 

The last gift is the myrrh of sacrifice and mortification. 
Our Lord told St. Margaret Mary, “I wish to give you My Heart, 
but first you must make yourself a victim of immolation.” 
Generous souls offer myrrh when they devote themselves to 
making reparation, in union with the sufferings of Our Lord and 
of His blessed Mother of Sorrows, for the sins of mankind which 
are the cause of Our Lord’s Passion and of the woes of the 
world. Others deprive themselves that they may make contri- 
butions for the spread of the Faith and thus hasten the coming 
of the Kingdom of Christ. The conquest of the nations to 
Christ has been only partly achieved, and whoever we are, or 
whatever our circumstances, we can show our appreciation for 
the true Faith which we have received, by our efforts to bring 
it to others. There are so many ways to do this: contributing 
to the missions, or to religious orders whose members work in 
countless ways to bring souls to a knowledge and love of God; 
personal efforts in an active apostolate in whatever form may be 
feasible; that is to say, by personal contacts, inviting non-Cath- 
olics to attend Holy Mass, or a mission, or a retreat, or Bene- 
diction; distributing Catholic literature, etc. Let us, then—on 
this feast of the Epiphany, which brings home to us the will of 
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God to bring all men to a knowledge of the means of salvation— 
ask ourselves: “What am I doing to spread the Kingdom of 
God? What am I doing to save souls?” 


SNOW 


A Medieval Fantasy 


tery of St. Hubert awoke to find the world white with snow. 

Everyone knew what that meant: a long hard winter and 

much suffering; there would be no fire in the abbey, except 
in the kitchen, the bakery, and the guest house. At the window 
of his unwarmed cell stood the Abbot, looking out upon the 
snow. A quick step sounded on the flags without; a brisk knock 
rang on the heavy wooden door. It was Brother Simon, the 
Procurator, waiting for orders. The Abbot turned from the 
window. 

“Brother,” he said, “the winter is upon us; be mindful of 
God’s poor. Give all we can spare, and more; then redouble 
your alms. Set the snowplow to work on the road that leads 
to the valley; the way to the abbey must be open to all.” 

“T will see to it, Father Abbot,” said the Procurator, and 
turned to go. “One moment,- Dom Simon,” continued the.Ab- 
bot, “we must not forget those other friends of God’s, our 
brothers, the birds. You will have the courtyard swept, will 
you not, and scatter grain there? Twice—no, three times a 
day.” “Yes, Father Abbot. Twice a day, I think you said!” 
“No, my son, three times. We must not let these little choristers 
of God die of cold. They teach us how to sing His praises. If 
they but knew, as we do, His greatness, His glory, His perfec- 
tions, how far they would surpass us in our own work—the Opus 
Dei! Oh, Brother, how truly St. Augustine says: ‘Love sings.’ 
Love sings, yes, and goes through life singing, remember that.” 
And the Abbot sat down to bury himself anew in the great 
volume of the sermons of St. Augustine that lay open on the 
table before him, oblivious of the fact that the Brother Procura- 
tor was the last person in the world to go through life singing. 


There was nothing of the poet in Brother Simon, nothing 


I T WAS New Year’s Day, and the monks of the great monas- 
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whatever. His was neither a winged nor a singing soul. The 
uneasy quest of the:ideal did not trouble him; such things were 
not in his line. Not that.he was not a good religious; he was 
docile and obedient. God calls all kinds of men to His service 
—and does not ask them for what they cannot give. If Brother 
Simon’s first thought had not been for the birds, his first im- 
pulse was to obey the order given. 

“Father Abbot is a saint,” he said to himself, as he carried 
the big sack of grain down the steps of the granary, “and saints 
seem to love useless things. I have often noticed that. To feed 
the poor and give alms, yes. One must keep up the reputation 
of the monastery. But the birds! After all, do not the Holy 
Scriptures say that God takes care of them? Why not let Him 
do it? If a few were to die of cold, there will always be enough 
left. Three times a day! They will tell all their friends, and in 
the spring they will eat up all my young peas. Oh, dear,” 
groaned Brother Simon, “let us work for God alone.” 

The first thought of Dom Hubert, the Prior, as he looked 
at the snow, was one of intense joy. Suffering was Dom Hu- 
bert’s life; his austerities were the despair of the most mortified 
among his brethren. Winter, to this lover of penance, was the 
best time of the year. Perhaps Father Abbot would again give 
him leave to spend part of the night kneeling in the snow—pray- 
ing, striving for the souls of men. He must win them by suffer- 
ing—that was God’s way for him—he knew it and was content. 


The salvation of souls was also the first thought of Dom 
Theobald, the Guestmaster, a zealous monk of strong frame and 
robust health. “Winter is upon us,” he said to himself; “many 
a stormbound stranger will be knocking at the abbey door; and 
it will be my happy task to welcome them to the house of God, 
to warm their hearts with the fire of Christ’s love.” Suddenly 
Dom Theobald fell on his knees and buried his face in his 
hands. A sudden flash of interior light had laid bare to him a 
thought that lurked behind his musings. Was it zeal for souls 
alone that filled his heart with joy at the thought of these wan- 
dering strangers? Was there not behind it all a thought of the 
warm fire which would be lit in the guesthouse, where it would 
be his mission to stand and receive them, to sit with them at 
table, according to the rules of hospitality? “Have mercy on 
me, Lord,” he groaned; “who will deliver me from the body of 
this death? Have pity on us, O Master, for Thou knowest 
whereof we are made.” 
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Dom Godfrey had been twenty years a monk. He had 
never held any office, yet was the busiest person in the house, 
for he was Our Lady’s minstrel. He had always a song in the 
making—every season gave him a fresh inspiration—thoughts 
that could be set like gems in the crown of his Queen. He had 
begun a hymn inspired by the words of Holy Scripture: “Look 
up to heaven and number the stars if thou canst.” In the thir- 
teenth century the science of astronomers had catalogued ten 
hundred and twenty-two stars, and was inclined to believe that 
there were no more. A line in a medieval hymn, “Thy virtues, 
O Virgin Mother, are as numerous as the stars in the sky,” had 
inspired Dom Godfrey—something of an astronomer as well as 
a poet—with the idea of celebrating the virtues of his Lady and 
Queen in a poem of ten hundred and twenty-two verses, each 
verse representing a star in her crown. Inspiration had carried 
him a certain distance, but lately it had begun to flag. A hun- 
dred verses remained to be written, and the wells of inspiration 
had dried up. At the sight of the white world outside, the poet 
in him revived. Snow! What asymbol! What beautiful analo- 
gies that glittering whiteness suggested! It was going to be 
cold, but what did that matter? A smile from his Queen would 
make amends for all. 


There were many monks in the abbey of St. Hubert, and 
each one had his own thoughts at the sight of the first snow. 
Even in those days of robust virtue, the approach of the long 
icy winter was not always exhilarating; yet to the soul of one 
of the lay Brothers the snow was a kindling fire. True, the snow 
had played an important part in the life of Brother Zaccheus. 
Shepherd, grave-digger, juggler, patcher, he had ended his 
worldly career as the leader of a band of thieves. His entrance 
into the monastery had been effected by a small avalanche, 
which had deposited him in the abbey courtyard. 


Well he remembered the night five years ago in December. 
A sky of sapphire velvet, sprinkled with stars—the whole world 
white with snow—the little band of thieves, of which he was 
the leader, creeping towards the abbey poultry yard. Every- 
thing had been propitious, the poultry yard was full of fat geese, 
the snow was thick enough to deaden the sound of footsteps, 
the monastic geese had allowed their necks to be wrung with 
the smallest amount of protest. Already five of the thieves were 
safely outside the cloister walls. He, as leader, had been the 
last to leave. He had just gathered himself together for the 
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leap from the roof of the poultry house which would land him 
safely in the midst of his companions, when suddenly the mass 
of snow which covered it began to move. Faster and faster it 
slid downwards, carrying with it the desperate thief. Early 
next morning, the Brother of the poultry yard discovered him 
half frozen, buried in the snow, a goose under each arm. It was 
a cast for Christian charity, one could see that with half an eye. 
Brother Thomas picked him up and carried him to the Infirm- 
ary. For some days the new guest was very ill, but the body’s 
sickness is often the health of the soul. At the end of a few 
weeks—thawed in soul as well as in body, washed, shorn, and 
above all, shriven—he had received the novices’ tunic together 
with the name of Brother Zaccheus. The application was ob- 
vious. He had injured his neighbors in their goods, and he had 
come down quickly! 

God’s ways are wonderful—and passing strange to human 
eyes. Since the day of his fateful descent, Brother Zaccheus 
had run with giant strides in the path of sanctity. “His is a 
soul of snow,” said the Abbot, “but of snow on fire.” And he 
marveled and gave thanks to God. The compunction, the con- 
trition, of the first years of Brother Zaccheus’ religious life had 
given place to a joy that bordered on ecstasy. For hours he 
would kneel absorbed in prayer, and the thought behind it was 
always the same: “Thou shalt wash me, and I shall be made 
whiter than snow.” Of his old sins there remained not a fleck 
or a stain on his soul. Father Abbot had said so—speaking in 
God’s name. He was forgiven; his heaven had begun already. 

The sight of snow on this first day of the year had brought 
it home to him more strongly still. “Whiter than snow,” he kept 
murmuring to himself, “whiter than that whiteness!” And at 
the very thought of it his soul was rapt in ecstasy. 

To the Novice Master, Dom Hildebrand, the sight of snow 
was no matter for ecstasy. His thoughts turned, not without 
anxiety, to his novices. Their fervor, still variable, might sink 
with the temperature. How about Brother Cyprian, and Brother 
Alberic? And young Brother Gundulf, who had been the spoilt 
and petted page of a great lady, and whose courage was apt to 
flag? He was still but a boy. How about Brother Gundulf? 

A knock at the door, and the object of his meditations, very 
blue and cold, entered.. Brother Gundulf’s eyes did not meet 
Dom Hildebrand’s with their usual frankness; they were cast 
down, and there was a certain air of confusion about him as he 
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spoke—rather more quickly. than usual. “You told us last week, 
Reverend Father,” he said, “that to help the lay Brothers in 
their humble offices would bring a blessing. I have thought over 
what you said. I have come to ask permission to help in the 
bakery.” 

Dom.Hildebrand looked up, and his smile was a little sad. 
“T cannot allow it, my son,” he replied; “you are not strong 
enough. The work in the bakery is very hard and very tiring— 
you do not know how tiring.” Brother Gundulf did not know 
it; he had thought of nothing but the warm fire! 

“T think, Father,” he stammered, but Dom Hildebrand cut 
him short. “No, I cannot allow it; I am responsible for the 
health of your body as well as the health of your soul.” He 
laid his hand gently on the boy’s shoulder. “You are very cold,” 
he said kindly, “that is only natural. Take all the exercise you 
can. Run, jump, if you like, in the long cloister, when the 
Fathers are at Chapter; no one will see you. And when you 
come to the end of the cloister, where the statue of Our Lady 
stands, pray to Christ’s Mother for strength and courage.” The 
novice turned to go. “Wait,” said Dom Hildebrand. Rising 
from the oaken chest that served him both as seat and cup- 
board, he opened it and drew out a scroll. “Fasten this up at 
the foot of Our Lady’s statue,” he said. “There are some 
thoughts in it that may be helpful in cold weather. May Our 
Lord and His dear Mother bless you, my son, and help you to 
understand.” 

Brother Gundulf raced down the cloister, took the three 
benches at the end of it in a flying leap and proceeded to fasten 
up the scroll beneath Our Lady’s statue. He did not know that 
the neat handwriting which covered it was that of Dom Lau- 
rence, late infirmarian of the abbey, who had departed this life a 
few months before in the odor of sanctity. There are some peo- 
ple who by temperament suffer more from cold than others 
Dom Laurence had been one of them, yet neither by word nor 
by sign had he ever betrayed it. Those who knew him best 
might have noticed that when the snow was on the ground and 
the icy north wind seemed to penetrate every nook and corner 
of the abbey, Brother Laurence was more than usually cheer- 
ful, his smile brighter, the genial kindness and merry wit that 
made him such a favorite with the sick, more fresh and spontane- 
ous. He had died in the early spring, and in the morning of his 
last day on earth he had taken the little roll of parchment from 
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the table beside his bed and slipped it into the hand of Dom 
Hildebrand. 

“For the novices,” he had whispered; “thoughts that have 
helped me.” And now the winter had come and there were souls 
in need of help. Brother Gundulf knelt at Our Lady’s feet and 
read: “Are you cold, dear Brother? Does the wind chill you 
to the bone? Shut fast the doors and windows of your soul. 
Guard well your eyes, close your ears to all they should not 
hear, let no useless word pass your lips, and the warm breath of 
the Holy Spirit will fill the cloisters of your soul. 

“Are your hands cold? Work! Are your feet cold? Run 
in the service of others! Are your limbs stiff with the cold? 
Yield not to torpor, sing to keep yourself awake, but let your 
song be alleluia! 

“Is your heart cold? Love! Let the fire of love in your 
heart go out to each and all. Warm their hearts with kindly 
deeds, cover them with the cloak of pity, strengthen them with 
the wine of forbearance. Kindle a fire within them by gentle 
words and—if you may not speak because your holy Rule en- 
joins silence—remember how the Infant Jesus was warmed in | 
the cold stable. Less useful than the ox, less humble than the 
ass, you can still send out the warm breath of your love in 
prayers to heaven—from whence it will come down like sun- 
shine on your freezing brethren. 

“Your clothing is scanty. Why should that trouble you? 
Have you not the warm fleece of the Lamb of God to cover you? 
All His merits, all His virtues, are for your taking. Do you 
dream of the warm glow of a fire? There is one at hand and 
you have the wherewith to feed it. If you have nothing else to 
cast into that furnace of Divine Love which consumes every 
kind of fuel, bring the thorns and briars of your unruly affec- 
tions, of your dark moods, of your sloth in God’s service. Bring 
the brushwood of your unworthy motives, the straw of your 
vain thoughts, the sticks of your negligence. Throw them all 
in—and when all is given, cast yourself into that living flame. 
You will rise, like the phoenix, to a new and better life. 

“One last word—and the best. Take shelter in the wounded 
Heart of Christ, make it your home forever. There you will 
find that healing and cleansing fire which warms the world, there 
you will learn the secret that makes suffering sweet.” 


Brother Gundulf was kneeling before Our Lady’s statue, 
his face buried in his hands, and through his cold fingers the 
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tears fell on her feet and lay there like glistening pearls. 

Dom Laurence’s scroll worked wonders, for a saint had 
written it and the prayer of a saint is a power. No one seemed 
aware of the cold; a warm current of fervor permeated the ab- 
bey. It was too much for Brother Zaccheus, and after a week 
of snow he went to continue in heaven—that kingdom of eternal 
whiteness—the ecstasy begun on earth. 

As for Brother Gundulf, he was unrecognizable. Whenever 
a hard thing had to -be done, he was there; when there was a 
chance of doing a kind act, he was first. One morning, when 
all things were in the grip of a black, biting frost, he knocked 
once more at Dom Hildebrand’s door. ‘May I go,” he asked, 
with shining eyes and eager face, “to help the Brother chop the 
wood?” Now the woodcutter worked in a shed that was open 
to all the winds, and the work was almost as hard as in the 
bakery. But this time it was grace that spoke, and Dom Hilde- 
brand said, “Yes.” 

The winter passed, as all things must; spring came, and 
summer. On a hot June morning, when not a breeze was stir- 
ring, Brother Gundulf, on his knees beside the Novice Master, 
was repeating his first request. “Father,” he said, “may I go 
now and help in the bakery?” Dom Hildebrand was beaming. 
“Yes, Brother,” he replied, “you have grown stronger. Wood- 
cutter in winter, baker in summer; that is as it should be. The 
snow has taught you much, my son. Thank God for it. O ye 
ice and snow, bless the Lord.” “O ye fire and heat, bless the 
Lord,” replied Brother Gundulf, with the aptness of a professed 
monk. 

Deo Gratias!” said Dom Hildebrand, softly. 


Would You Like to Bea 
Sister of Perpetual Adoration ? 


For information regarding requirements, 
please write to: — 
Rev. Mother M. Carmelita, Prioress General 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 
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Return with Your Whole Heart 


will give them a heart to know Me, that I am the Lord. 

And they shall be My people, and I will be their God; be- 

cause they shall return to Me with their whole heart” (Jer. 

24:7). These prophetic words, which contain a promise so 
glorious, were heard by Jeremias at a time when the people of 
Israel had turned away from God, alienating themselves from 
Him by false worship and forbidden alliances with pagan coun- 
tries. The words of Eternal Truth found in the Sacred Scrip- 
tures have depths of meaning which are unfathomable. We 
know that the words quoted here were addressed to the Jews 
first of all, and that they contained the marvelous promise of 
the Incarnation in which the Son of God would take to Himself 
a human heart, a heart that would be a “burning furnace of 
love for God and man,” a heart which would fill up with its own 
sufficiency all the deficiences of man in his relationships to God. 

God has kept His promise. He sent His Divine Son to 
earth. In Jesus Christ, God has given to mankind a Heart by 
which to know and love Him infinitely. Those who caught the 
lessons taught by Christ instantly gave their love to Him and 
through Him to the Triune God. However, at first Christians 
did not contemplate under the symbol of His Sacred Heart, the 
wonderfulness of the Incarnation, Redemption and Sanctifica- 
tion of mankind whereby the actual, pulsating life of Jesus be- 
comes the life of souls. Only as the Church grew in age and 
grace and wisdom did the wonders of the love of God find ex- 
pression in devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, which flour- 
ished especially in the medieval monasteries. 

But God desired that this life-giving devotion should be 
known not only by a privileged few, but by all mankind; for, 
as Jesus expressed His desire to His confidante, St. Margaret 
Mary, He could “no longer restrain the flames of His burning 
love.” And so this devotion, which has a way of changing men’s 
lives as no other devotion in the Church’s calendar has, became 
widely spread throughout the Church in the last century. 

But history repeats itself, and in the decades which have 
seen the increase of tremendous material progress, the hearts 
of many who still profess belief in Christ’s teachings have grown 
cold and indifferent, and they have fallen away from a living de- 
votion to the flaming reality that is the Heart of Jesus. 
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Much of this forgetfulness and turning away from God by 
the chosen people of the New Covenant has been the result of 
unfaithfulness and sin, though He had showered them with 
graces. Others have been the victims of intrigue on the part of 
His enemies. By countless forms of subtle propaganda, His 
‘enemies have deliberately sought to undermine faith, which is 
the foundation of love. 

The role of Jesus is twofold: He is the Son of God; He is 
the life of man. But He can be the life of man only to the ex- 
tent that each individual allows Him to fulfil this role. He can- 
not be the life of those who reject His doctrines, who deny His 
Divinity, who refuse to hear His words, who do not live accord- 
ing to His principles and in His sanctifying grace, because they 
seek not God but themselves. 

Without faith no one can please God. And this is where 
the enemies of Christ have gained an effective foothold so as to 
destroy love and make of little effect the uplifting influence of 
Christ. They have induced the generality of mankind to live 
without a true and practical faith. Men live only for this world 
and its pleasures. 

The efforts to dethrone Christ and put Him out of this 
world are everywhere evident. For many of those outside the 
Catholic Church—and to a lesser degree for some within it—He 
has been put out of Christmas, Easter and-other Christian feasts 
(which without Him have no meaning) by the almost com- 
pletely pagan celebration of these days. He has been put out 
of schools by godless education. He has been put out of homes 
by divorce and other great evils against matrimony. He has 
been put out of business by the practice of fraud and deceit and 
graft and avarice. He has been put out of government by in- 
trigue, lies and insincerity, by unprincipled decisions and acts. 
He has been put out of individual lives by sin instigated and 
condoned by fashions, evil reading, evil entertainment and other 
social evils too numerous to detail. One of the most recent 
movements seeks to put Him out of the well-known organiza- 
tion of mercy, which has been supported by Catholics and non- 
Catholics alike—the Red Cross. The agitation now afoot is to 
do away with the hallowed symbol of the Cross—and to put in 
its stead a symbol suggestive of atheism and the arch-enemy of 
Christ, the fomenter of hate. 

Yes, Christ has been put out of the world because He has 
been put out of many hearts. We who still love must therefore 
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exert every effort to restore love of God to the world, for this 
too has gone together with the love of Christ. The means God 
Himself has given us is the Sacred Heart of Jesus. “I will give 
them a Heart to know Me—and they shall return to Me with 
their whole heart.” 

In his Encyclical on the Sacred Heart, published May 15, 
1956, His Holiness, Pope Pius XII, makes clear that “devotion 
to the Sacred Heart is so important that it may be considered, 
so far as practice is concerned, a perfect profession of the Chris- 
tian religion. For that is the religion of Jesus, which rests en- 
tirely on a Mediator who is man and God, so that no one can 
come to the Heart of God except through the Heart of Christ, 
as He Himself says: ‘I am the WAY, and the TRUTH, and the 
LIFE. No one comes to the Father but through ME!’ ” 

Now, since the home is the first and the best school, it is 
most important that devotion to the Sacred Heart be firmly 
established in every Catholic home, that it may be rooted in the 
life of each individual member. Then there is hope that these 
individuals, in turn, will influence others, who in their turn will 
do in like manner, so that the Sacred Heart may be Resurrec- 
tion and Life, the Way, the Truth, the Light, the Beginning 
and the End to all mankind, rendering each happy and holy, 
at peace with God and with his neighbors. 

Devotion to the Sacred Heart is nothing else than devotion 
to the Person of Jesus, whose love for mankind, symbolized by 
a flaming Heart, draws them to Himself. The image of this 
Heart is valuable, so that as often as one looks upon it with his 
bodily eyes, he may be drawn to meditate in his heart and to 
imitate in his life the holiness of the mortal life of Jesus. The 
Enthronement of the picture of the Sacred Heart in the home* 
leads most happily to this end, for it is not an individual devo- 
tion, but a family devotion to the Sacred Heart, which finds 
stimulation and renewal in the united as well as in the individ- 
ual practices of devotion, such as family prayers before the pic- 
ture, joint renewal of acts of Consecration, Night Adoration in 
the home, family Communion on the first Friday, etc. 

Devotion to the Sacred Heart finds its truest expression 
and fullest flowering in devotion to the Holy Eucharist. In the 





*Our booklet, ENTHRONEMENT OF THE SACRED HEART and 
NIGHT ADORATION in the HOME, gives a full explanation of these prac- 
tices. Another booklet, FAVORS FROM THE KING, recounts many blessings 
which have flowed from them. Each booklet, 15¢; reduction for 50 or more. 
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Holy Eucharist is the real, loving Heart of Jesus which in a supreme 
act of love poured forth all Its riches in the institution of this ador- 
able Sacrament, whereby He is able to remain personally in our midst 
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till the end of time. Families that truly live their consecration to 
the Sacred Heart and their proclamation of His Kingship over them 
will be found devoutly frequenting the Most Holy Sacrifice and 
approaching the Eucharistic Banquet. In the grace of these august 
mysteries, the contamination of the world will not be able to tarnish 
the luster of their faith and purity, and in the Holy Eucharist they will 
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find strength to pursue the perilous journey of life to a happy 
conclusion. 

The whole world sadly needs Divine charity, and that is 
why we who know its school is the Heart of Jesus must ourselves 
turn with renewed fervor to this Heart. After that we may en- 
deavor to enroll others in Its curriculum with the same hope 
that our Holy Father expressed in his Encyclical: “Finally, 
greatly impelled by the desire to set up a firm defense against 
the wicked machinations of the enemies of God and His Church, 
and at the same time to lead back domestic and civil society to 
the love of God and neighbor, We do not hesitate to state em- 
phatically that devotion to the Sacred Heart is a most effective 
school of Divine love. On this love must rest the Kingdom of 
God, which is to be established in the souls of individuals, in 
families, and in nations.” 

May we conclude with the words of St. Vincent Pallotti, 
which express the need of all who have been remiss: “Let us 
bewail if we have delayed but a moment, and let us bewail bit- 
terly if we should have put off our wholehearted devotedness to 
the service of God for days, weeks, months or years; and with 
that same hatred with which God hates sin, let us hate that 
fault of having delayed to love God, who is so worthy of infinite 
love.” 


Turn It Into Gold! 


.HE Apostles had been out fishing all night but had had 
: no success whatever; then Jesus came to them and told 
them to cast their nets just once more. Peter, the spokes- 
man, who was always ready with an answer, said: “Lord, 
we have labored all night and have accomplished nothing. . .” 
There are all too many of us in the world today who will 
have to make that same answer to the Lord of heaven and earth 
—and this not only for one night’s unsuccessful labor, but for 
that of long years, perhaps a lifetime. God has created us not 
for this world, but for eternity. Attaining a blessed after-life 
with His help is our great task; if we neglect it, no matter what 
else we may achieve, in His eyes we have merely “labored and 
accomplished nothing.” 
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This will be the case—let us not forget—not only if our life 
has been spent in sin and vice, but also if it has been an upright 
one but one not aimed at eternity, not spent for the honor and 
glory of God. The saddest of all sad things is surely the closing 
of the grave over a life that has been filled with much work, but 
with no effort to turn this work into profit for eternity—a wasted 
life. Can there be anything more distressing for the angels to 
witness than a person passing through the world, doing many 
things, working hard, spending his energy—yet doing none of 
these things, spending none of this energy on the “things that 
are God’s’’? 


Only two things are necessary to give eternal value to all 
that we do: to be in the state of grace, and to make a good 
intention. One not in the state of grace is an enemy of God; 
as such, he is not able to make God’s glory the end and aim of 
his actions. He may, it is true, be able to perform some natur- 
ally good actions that will help him return to God, but as long 
as he remains in sin, he cannot render to God that glory which 
is the tribute only of the just. Yet even if he is in the state of 
grace, his actions will depend greatly for their value upon the 
intention with which he does them. We all know that an act 
indifferent in itself can be made good or bad, by the good or bad 
intention with which it is performed. Telling the truth can be 
in itself an indifferent act or even a virtuous act; but to tell the 
truth with the intention of hurting our neighbor’s reputation 
can be very wicked indeed, and wicked only because of the in- 
tention with which it is done. Just as a bad intention infuses 
our acts with evil, so a good intention renders them good. 
Surely, then, it is evident that we should try to accomplish all 
that we do with a good intention. If we do not do this, even 
though our life may not have been sinful, we may discover at 
its end that we have labored long but achieved little. 


It is sad to see so many exerting strenuous efforts, not for 
God, not for their eternal salvation, but for the paltry rewards 
of this world. Farmers are up early, sweating and toiling for 
a good harvest; factory workers labor at their often monotonous 
tasks with only the pay-envelope in view; business and office 
workers go through the day’s routine with no thought of turning 
it into something precious for heaven. Housewives are busy 
from morning till night, with their thoughts only on temporal 
concerns. Yet men of the world will tell us that they cannot 
afford to work for nothing; their time is too precious, life too 
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short. This is sensible language; but when we come to the chil- 
dren of light, to the children of Mother Church, we often find 
less good sense. With many it seems that whole years can be 
trifled away with nothing done for their souls and for that eter- 
nal life beyond the grave. They, too, are working only for the 
wages of this world. Yet, when they go to God they will expect 
to be paid as if they had worked only for Him. 

What is strangest about all this is that it costs so little to 
make a good intention! A single thought, a single effort of the 
will each day, is sufficient. If it were difficult to dedicate our 
work to God, there might be some excuse for not doing so, but 
it is the easiest thing in the world! Nor does the dedication 
make the work any harder—much easier, rather. Easier, be- 
cause it adds sanctification and the promise of a greater reward. 
This very ease will add to the guilt of those who go on day after 
day, spending themselves for the world, when they could as 
easily have spent themselves for God. 

Moreover, it is a part of man’s nature to desire greatness. 
But can there be a dignity greater than being in the employ of 
the great God, Ruler of the universe? It is to this dignity that 
we lift ourselves by our good intentions. His is the only true 
greatness, and in working for God’s honor and glory we trans- 
form our own lowly and insignificant lives into the royal ones of 
members of His court. 

Another of our common desires is to be wealthy. But here 
on earth, what does wealth amount to? The possession of a 
few insecure dollars, gathered from a life of exacting toil! 
In truth, the whole wide world, if we had it, could not satisfy 
the cravings of a heart made for the possession of the Infinite! 
Only the riches of God can satisfy our longing for wealth. And 
in His kindness, God has placed these riches at our disposal. 
Everything we do with a good intention obtains for us a share 
of His wealth. The marvel of it is that God is so untiringly 
good and we so consistently careless! He places within our 
reach inconceivable riches, yet we neglect to reach out for them, 
just because we cannot make up our unstable minds to live in 
the state of grace and to make a good intention. In this careless 
fashion we allow our lives to fritter away. What will be our dis- 
appointment at the end when at last we realize how much we 
have frittered away with them! 

There is a story told of a nobleman in Europe who, though 
a Catholic, had little comprehension of the meaning of baptism 
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or sanctifying grace, but merely attended church, and received 
the sacraments once or twice a year, as a matter of course. He 
lived an ordinarily good life, but practiced virtue from natural 
rather than supernatural motives. Because of his natural ability 
and splendid education he attained to the highest offices in his 
country. He loved his country with a passionate love and served 
it with unswerving fidelity, sacrificing much of his immense 
wealth for its welfare. The people loved and respected him, and 
his name was never mentioned without gratitude. 

One day, as he was growing old, this nobleman fell asleep 
and dreamed a strange dream. It seemed to him that he was 
carried up to heaven’s gate and saw there glorious angels writing 
in books of gold. Curious to know the meaning of all this, he 
spoke to the nearest angel, respectfully asking an explanation. 
“It is our business,” the angel told him, “to write down the 
good deeds men do on earth, which are worthy of a reward in 
heaven.” Inquisitive about his own record, the nobleman 
asked if he might see it. The angel smiled rather sadly, turned 
over a few pages and drew out a small leaflet on which there 
was very little written. 

“There must be some mistake!” protested the man, as he 
glanced at the almost blank page; “why, I have behind me a 
long life of toil for the good of my country, her people and the 
welfare of mankind!” There were tears in the angel’s eyes, but 
the answer was firm: “We know that you have done much for 
your country and her people, and for mankind; but, remember, 
it is our business to record only what you have done for God.” 
At this the man awoke from his dream, trembling, realizing that 
he had worked with no thought of God or His honor and that 
few good intentions had ever made his great labors profitable 
for eternity. 

May this story teach us how vitally important it is to sanc- 
tify all we do by making a good intention. We may have many 
ends in view when we work, and many of these ends may relate 
legitimately to our well-being here on earth. But we must never 
forget to have a higher end in sight also—the honor and glory 
of God. Not having this, we might, like the poor Apostles, 
“labor all night, but accomplish nothing.” 








You can make your good works live on after your death 
by putting the Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration in 


your will! 
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“Bless Me, Father’ 


spiritual Communion, that act of desire by which we 
invite Christ into our hearts spiritually when not able 
to receive Him sacramentally. But how many are aware 
of another valuable and stimulating practice—that of making a 
spiritual confession? A spiritual confession is just what its name 
implies—a confession of faults made humbly and sincerely to 
our Father in heaven, not in the Sacrament of Penance, but in 
the privacy of our souls. Of course this spiritual confession 
does not and cannot take the place of sacramental confession, 
just as a spiritual Communion does not take the place of sac- 
ramental Communion. But at the same time it is a really prac- 
tical help toward keeping the graces of the Sacrament of Pen- 
ance alive in us from day to day. 
What is the best time to make this spiritual confession? 
It can be made at any time but probably for most people the 
best time would be in the evening, just before going to bed. 
How is it made? Just as in any ordinary confession of sins, 
with the exception that the Father whom we ask to bless us 
“for we have sinned,” is in this case our Father in Heaven. Then 
a rapid backward glance over the day. What have we done this 
past day that has caused sorrow to the loving, compassionate 
heart of our God? Have we forced Him to look at us as once 
He looked at the Apostle who denied Him? Has He had to weep 
over us as He once wept over Jerusalem, that stubborn city 
which would not listen to His warnings? What sins, what fail- 
ings, what petty meannesses of ours have hurt the Mystical 
Body whose Head He is? This examen of conscience need not 
take too long. A few minutes should be enough to show us 
where we have failed, to trace the chief fault which is the root 
and source of all the others; be it pride, sensuality, anger or 
sloth. If we are of an active, energetic nature, our faults will 
differ from those of an indolent, reflective temperament. 
However—just as in sacramental confession—the most 
important part is sorrow for our sins and the determination to 
avoid them in the future. It is not just examining our conscience 
or being able to remember a long list of faults and failings that 
will obtain their forgiveness, but a true sorrow for them. Sor- 
row, in this way, may be compared to the water and wine of the 


OST people are familiar with the practice of making a 
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Mass—it is the quasi-material of the sacrament. And genuine 
sorrow is corrective. If from our spiritual confession, we pick 
one specific fault, for which we are really sorry and which 
we are determined to amend, it will be of immense value to us. 
Little by little, with patient, persevering effort, coupled with the 
grace of our weekly or monthly sacramental confession, we shall 
root out this one fault, then another, till at last we find that 
deeply-rooted evil habits no longer chain us down. 

For those leading busy, active lives amid a thousand time- 
consuming and absorbing cares, the practice of spiritual con- 
fession should prove a real boon. It can take the place of other 
spiritual exercises for which they do not have the leisure. Also, 
it is a great help to a better sacramental confession, relieving 
one who makes a practice of it of the necessity for long examina- 
tion of conscience, guarding against the danger of routine and 
preventing scrupulosity. Made in the right way, spiritual con- 
fession becomes an act of reparation and atonement which can 
lead the soul to a very intimate union with Our Lord. 


The Torn Robe 


furiously, trying to keep up with the words that poured 

from the lips of the man who paced back and forth in 

the small room. At last there was a pause as with a 
tired sigh the man sat down, pressing his hands to his aching 
head: “Read it back to me now, and pray that I have made 
them understand.” In a low voice the scribe read: “Now I 
beseech you, brethren, by the Name of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
that all say the same thing and that there be no dissensions 
among you but that you be perfectly united... for I have been 
informed that there are strifes among you... each of you says: 
‘I am of Paul or I am of Apollos or I am of Cephas.’ Has 
Christ been divided up! Was Paul crucified for you! Or were 
you baptized in the name of Paul?” 

The Apostle Paul wrote these words some nineteen hun- 
dred years ago when there was division and disunity in the 
Church at Corinth. What would he write today, when the 
seamless robe of the Faith Christ left to all men is rent and torn 
into thousands of differing sects and factions? And what agony 


7 HE candles burned low in their sockets as the scribe wrote 
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does this disunity cost the Heart of Christ, He who prayed the 
very night before He died: “Father, keep them in Thy Name, 
whom Thou hast given Me; that they may be one as we also are 
one”? Surely, no prayer will be more eagerly answered by Our 
Lord than a prayer for unity! 

It is because Christ’s desire for unity has lived on in His 
Church and in the successors of St. Peter, who are the official 
guardians of this unity, that the Chair of Unity Octave has been 
established, whose purpose is to pray for one Fold and one Shep- 
herd. The week of January 18-25th should be dear to all Cath- 
olics worthy of the name; for Catholic means universal, all-em- 
bracing. The real follower of Christ wants all men to belong 
to the one true Church, all men of all nations and all times, 
each and every precious soul for whom Christ laid down His 
life. It is prayer, fervent, continued prayer that will win this 
grace of unity of faith from the Father-Heart of God. 

Perhaps one of the reasons there is so little progress in the 
re-union of the several hundred Christian sects and the many 
non-Christian beliefs with their Mother-Church, is the fact that 
we Catholics do not intensify our prayers to God that they may 
be given the light to see and the grace to follow His guidance. 
We fail them, too, very often in the matter of good example. 
It has been said that if every Catholic for one day lived as a 
true Catholic, the world would be converted. If we call our- 
selves Catholics, yet act as many decent pagans would be 
ashamed to act, can we expect that others will be attracted to 
our Faith? 

At the creation of the world, God said: “Let there be light,” 
and light was made. Many today would like to see that miracle 
repeated so that spiritual light might be poured effortlessly into 
the minds of heretics and pagans. But perhaps God wants us 
to be the light-bearers this time. He is inviting us to share in 
His work. And He will not be complimented by having us ask 
Him for miracles as a substitute for the apostolic prayer and 
work we are too lazy or cowardly to do. Let us, instead, do our 
part to weave together again the seamless robe for Him who 
said: “J am the Way, the Truth and the Life.” 


THAT ALL MAY BE ONE! 
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If We Have Hearts 


URING life, tragedy often strikes suddenly. A ship 
cleaves its powerful way through calm waters, a plane 
hurtles itself in a silver streak through the placid air, an 
express train roars through the peaceful countryside; 

then, suddenly—an explosion, fire, and the screams of stricken 
passengers begging for help! Or there may be a fire, an earth- 
quake, a flood, and again desperate calls for help. These pleas in 
times of disaster seem to echo around the world and arouse the 
hearts of the nations to come to the rescue. Help pours in from 
all sides. But what about that final emergency known as death? 
In death, relatives and friends leave us, never to return. They 
cannot radio back their position, nor use the latest scientific 
means to tell us of their plight. Yet if they are in purgatory, 
they suffer intensely and wait for us to come to their rescue. 
Voicelessly, ceaselessly, they cry to us: ““Remember me, at least 
you, my friends!” 

Why is it that we often turn our backs on those we have 
known and loved, who may be detained in purgatory by the 
judgment of an all-just God? Why do we take their plight so 
much for granted and do so little to relieve their torment? They 
are just within sight of the greatest happiness an all-powerful 
and loving Creator bestows, but are held back for a time that 
seems to them all but infinite. If we have hearts, if we know 
what suffering means, if we have souls that are capable of love 
and pity, we should yearn to help them. The ways of doing this 
are numberless: prayers, the Way of the Cross, the Rosary, 
indulgenced ejaculations, alms given for their sakes, and above 
all, Holy Mass and Communion offered for them. 

It is always well to remember, too, that nothing done for 
the suffering souls is lost to us. The day will come when we 
may need help; when our account will be demanded and found 
wanting. On that tremendous day we may have to rejoice at 
our generosity to or bewail our neglect of the poor souls. For, 
crowding around the Throne of Mercy on which the Eternal 
Judge is seated, the souls our prayers and sacrifices have helped 
will cry out: “We were hungry for You and they fed us with 
charity; we were thirsty for You and they gave us the clear 
water of their prayers; we were naked in our misery and they 
clothed us with their merits. Now, Father, be merciful to them!” 
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Little Lovers’ League 


APPY New Year to each of our dear Little Lovers! May 

this year, 1957, be one which will draw you closer to 

Jesus with each passing day. May it be a year of bless- 

ings for your homes and families and peace for your 

hearts. May you walk through it hand-in-hand with Jesus, 
Mary and Joseph! 


And just to get this fine New Year off to a good start, how 
about a contest? This year’s contest is one to make you think 
about the purpose of our League—to draw you always nearer 
to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. You know that Jesus in 
the Blessed Sacrament is our Sacrifice in Holy Mass, our Food 
in Holy Communion and our abiding Friend in the tabernacle. 
So, we would like to have you put that knowledge in picture 
form, by drawing one of these three for us: Jesus as our Sacri- 
fice in Holy Mass; or as our Food in Holy Communion; or as He 
dwells on our altars. 


Perhaps if you look through some old copies of Tabernacle 
and Purgatory, you will get some ideas. Your picture may be 
drawn on any kind of paper, but it must not be traced, because 
we want your own, personal picture. You may use crayons, 
black or colored pencils, water colors or pen and ink, just as 
you choose. Please be sure to have your name, address and age 
on your entry, the school you attend, and the grade you are in. 


We will give two prizes: one for the best entry in the 5-9 
age group; one for the best in the 10-16 age group. Honorable 
mention and a picture of the Child Jesus will be given to the five 
next best in each age group. We would like to have all the en- 
tries in by February 10, so that we can publish the winners’ 
names in our March issue. Drawing this picture will be a real 
help toward a better understanding of the Blessed Sacrament 
and will please Our Lord very much, for we all like those we 
love to have a picture of us! 


PRACTICE: During January, the month of the Holy Name, say 
the Name of Jesus very often and very reverently to make up to Him 
for those who use His Holy Name carelessly and irreverently. 


ASPIRATION: Jesus, I love You! Jesus, I trust You! 
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Footprints 


LIZABETH Frances Anne—Nancy for short—was paying a visit 
to her Grandfather. It was a cold, windy day in January, which 
made Grandpa’s cozy room seem even more comfortable than usual 
and the warm fire in the grate a real delight. Sipping a cup of hot 
chocolate, such as only he knew how to make, Nancy leaned back in 
her chair with a sigh of pleasure. “You're the nicest person to visit of 
any I know,” she told her Grandfather; “no one else can tell stories 
like you, or make better chocolate.” Her Grandfather laughed: “And 
you're the nicest person to chat with—you don’t mind hearing the same 
stories twice!” “Of course not!” declared Nancy, “’cause the second 
time you make them better than the first.” 

The clock struck five, making Nancy jump. “Oh, dear,” she 
sighed, “I have to hurry home to set the table for Mother. Time just 
flies away when I’m with you!” “I'll walk part of the way with you,” 
Grandfather told her. “Oh, no, Gramps, I don’t want you to do that. 
It’s really cold out and the snow is blowing; soon it will be dark and 
maybe slippery. If you want me to run an errand or get something 
for you, I have time to do that first.” But her Grandfather insisted 
that he had to do this errand personally. “Ill explain when we get 
there,” he told her. 

A few minutes later, they were making their way arm-in-arm down 
the windy street. Turning a corner some blocks further, Grandfather 
stopped in front of Holy Family Church: “This is my destination.” 
“Grandpa,” protested Nancy, “I know you pay a visit here every 
day in the summer, but when it is so cold, in the middle of winter. . ” 
“There is my reason,” said her Grandfather, pointing his cane at the 
snow on the church steps. Puzzled, Nancy looked at the fresh snow 
on which there was not a footprint. 

“That’s right, Nancy, there isn’t a mark on that snow, not a single 
footprint. But now, just look across the street at the entrances to the 
stores and the post office. Look at those steps leading to the doctor’s 
office. You can see the snow there is ali worn away by the feet of the 
people who have been shopping or seeing the doctor. Only Our Lord’s 
house hasn’t had any visitors. Whenever we have a fresh fall of snow 
I think of the church steps, and no matter how cold it is, I want to 
come here, so that there will be footprints on the steps of the House of 
God, as well as all the rest... Now, be off with you to your supper or 
you'll be late.” 

“Oh, Gramps, I have time for a visit, too; I want my footprints 
on these steps just like yours,” and they went into the church together. 
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A “Recipe” for Women 


“Dear Sisters,”’ so reads a letter from a friend: “Out in the 
world I meet many people, many fine people, but all too fre- 
quently there are those who thoughtlessly or from habit, or vi- 
ciously, utter so many words in cursing or speak the Name of 
our dear Lord in a way that almost freezes the blood in your 
veins. The sad part of this seems to be that women are worse 
than men! And even though a person offers silent ejaculations 
in praise of the Holy Name of Jesus, it must sound pretty in- 
effectual in the face of so much cursing. I have considered this 
situation for some time, and have thought if the Catholic women 
of America could only be inspired to take a few minutes each 
day to recite the Litany of the Holy Name of Jesus as an act 
of reparation, surely it would help lessen the sorrow inflicted 
on our Blessed Lord, and of course this would be most pleasing 
to our holy Mother Mary.” 





Mass Stipends 


MASS STIPENDS sent to us are forwarded promptly where they will 
be conscientiously persolved at an early date. The stipend for Low Masses 
is $2.00; for High Masses, $5.00; for Gregorian Masses the clergy of the diocese 
of Kansas City-St. Joseph may ask an offering of from $60.00 to $75.00 if the 
set is to be started immediately. Those who wish to have Gregorian Masses 
said at the Missions may send them to us for transmission for an offering of 
from $30.00—$45.00. 

All Mass Intentions received at our branchhouses are promptly forwarded 
to the Motherhouse at Clyde. Arrangements will be made at the particular 
branchhouse, as far as possible, for anyone wishing to have a High Mass of- 
fered there. 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





Why Not Burn Two Candles 


to thank God for the graces of the past year and to ask 
His blessing on the new? 


For an offering of 50¢, a large wax candle will be burned 
for a day and a night before the Most Blessed Sacrament 
exposed in one of our Eucharistic Sanctuaries; for $3.50, 
a candle will be burned for one week; and for $12.00 for 
an entire month. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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The Most Precious 
Gift of All: 


FAITH 


E PROUD of your Faith; be 
“B) loyal to it, and above all, 

know and love your Catholic 
Faith, for God could have given you no 
more precious gift. Use our BENE- 
DICTINE BOOKLETS to help deep- 
en your appreciation of this greatest 
of blessings. 
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Do You Know the Church? 


Brief, practical, convincing, this booklet 
is a vivid and satisfying presentation of 
the Church as the continuation of Christ 
as teacher, pastor and priest. It is well 
supported by Scriptural texts. 


te 








How to Find the True Church — This booklet is ideal for questioning 
non-Catholies and for those who would like to be able to answer clearly and 
intelligently questions about the true Church. It considers the marks and 
attributes of the Catholic Church in a simple and easily understood way. 


Rays of Catholic Truth — An easily-understood and striking presentation 
of the doctrine of grace—-what it is and its kinds; its effects and our duty 
of co-operating with it. Also treats of the Mass, especially those points 
which non-Catholics often find hard to understand. 


The Fountains of Salvation — An interesting and clear treatment of the 
sacramental system of the Church. It deals in detail with the sacraments 
of Baptism, Confirmation and Holy Orders. Will be a great help to a better 
understanding of the enormous and wonderful graces bestowed by these 
sacraments. 


Through Death to Life — Death is a frightening mystery to many who do 
not have the Faith, but to Catholics who understand their religion it is a 
going-home. This booklet offers a most consoling view of death and an in- 
spiring explanation of Extreme Unction. It will benefit both Catholics and 
non-Catholics. 

Each booklet, 15¢ 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 














Chrough the Year With Christ 


LET our BENEDICTINE BOOKLETS help you to live through the 
year with Christ. 


God With Us The presence of Jesus in the tabernacle is an abiding 
miracle of love. He is there to be our Friend and Companion during our 
life, to share our joys and sorrows. Learn from the pages of this booklet 
to appreciate and make use of this consoling Presence. 


My Daily Visit — Dropping into church for even a short visit can lend 
peace and joy to the whole day. Here is the booklet to help you make the 
most of these precious minutes, arranged in the form of conversations which 
will increase and deepen your friendship with Christ. 


My Daily Companion at Mass — Black-covered, pocket-or-purse sized, 
this large-type prayerbook contains the ordinary of the Mass, confession 
and Communion prayers, and others which make it ideal for daily use. 


Prayer, the Great Means of Grace— Prayer is the key which unlocks the 
treasures of heaven. Prayer makes us friends of God, brings peace and or- 
der into our lives. Learn more of the beauty, merit and effects of prayer 
from this booklet, which includes a beautiful appreciation of the Our Father 
and the Hail Mary. 


Sacramentals — Many of the things we use and touch daily can lift our 
hearts and minds above the cares of our ordinary lives to the joys of heaven, 
if only we know their true meaning. This explanation of some of the sacra- 
mentals: Holy Water, Crucifix, Medals, Blessed Candles, etc., can be a real 
help to better living. 


Conformity to the Will of God -— The saying that we have a cross on- 
ly when our will crosses God’s is a very true one. The beauty, tranquillity 
and blessing that enters our lives when we try to conform to God’s designs 
for us will be made evident in these pages. 


Each booklet 15¢ 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








